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DRAMATIS PERSON AE 


M E N. 
Sir Jaſper, Mr. Shepherd, 
Leander, Mr. Stopelaer. 
Gregory, | | Mr. Cibber, Jun 
Robert, | | Mr. Jones. 
James, | Mr. Mullart. 
Harry, | Mr. Roberts. 
Davy, - Mr. Tones. 
Hellebor, Mr. Roberts, 
Dorcas, | | Miſs Raftor. 
Charlotte, Miſs Williams. 
Maid. Mrs. Mears. 


SCENE, Partly in a Country- Tun, and part 
1 in a He. 
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SCENE I. A Wood. 
DORCAS, GREGORY. 
"5 6E GOR Y. 


TxL1. you no, I won't comply, and it is my bulineſs to 
talk, and to command. 


Dorc. And I tell you, you ſhall . to my will; and 
fs, t I was not marry'd to you to ſuffer your ill-humours. 
i Greg. O the intolerable fatigue of matrimony! Ariſtotle 
11. er ſaid a better thing in his life, than when he told us, that 


a wife is worſe than a devil,” 
| Dorc. Hear the learned gentleman with his Ariſtotle. 
| Greg. And a learned man I am too; find me out a maker 
ef fagots, that's able, like myſelf, to reaſon upon 2 or 
r. bat can boaſt ſuch an education as mine. | 
11. | Dorc. An education! ; | 
ri. Greg. Ay huſſy. a regular education; firſt. at the 4 | 
Ikhool, where I learnt to read; then I waited on a gentleman | 
In Oxford, where I learnt — very near as much as my maſter; 
tom whence I attended a travelling phy ſician ſix years, under 
the facetious denomination of a Merry-Andrew, where I learut 
byte. 
Dore. O that thou bad'ſt followed him ſtill! curs'd be the | 
tour wherein I anſwer'd the parſon, I will. | | 
Greg. And curs'd be the parſon that ask'd me the queſtion ! 
Dore. You have reaſon to complain of him, indeed, who 
woht to be on your knees every moment returning thanks to 
Jhteaven for that great bleſſing it ſent you, when it ſent you my | 
J*f.—I bope you have not the affurance to think you defery g | 
a wife as me. 
* No, ich I don' t think I do, 
| A: SED 


: — — — — 
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AIR I. Bei Bell. 
Dore. When a lach like me, condeſcends to agree, 


| Ts let fuch a Jackanapes taſte ber, Mr 

| With whit zeal and care flould he worſhip the fair, nei, 

| Who gives him what's meat for bis maſter ? 
| } | His act ions ſoould /iill. the 
| þ 4 Altend on her will, | 
# Hear, firrch, and take it fer u warning 7: nd 
14 To her be ſpould be | | | 

| 1 Each night on his knee, | you 


a — 
oy 
SS 


Aud fo he ſcould be on each morning. 


Greg. Meat for my maſter! you were meat for your ma- ful 
ſter, if I an't miſtaken; for, to one of our ſhames be it ſpoken, 
you roſe as good a virgin from me as yau went to bed, Come, 
come, madam, it was a lucky day for you, when you found 
me out, 

Dorc. Lucky indeed! a fellow who eats every thing I have. 

Greg. That happens to be a miſtake, for I drink ſome part on't, 

Dorc. That has not even left me a bed to lie on. 

Greg. You'll riſe the earlier. | 

Dorc. And who from morning *till night, is eternally i in an 
alchouſe. 

Greg. It's genteel, the ſquire does the ſame. | 

Dorc. Pray, Sir, what are you willing I ſhall do with my 
family ? | 8 | th 

Greg. Whatever you pleaſe. ? 

Dore. My four little children that are continually crying 


for bread. N 0 | 
| Greg. Give em a rod! beſt cure in the world for crying v4 
child ren ü | | | 


Dore. And do you imagine, ſor | 
Greg. Hark ye, my dear, you kay my temper is not over 
Aid above paſſive, and that my arm is extremely active. = 
Dorc. I laugh at your threats, poor beggarly inſolent fellow. 
Greg. Soft object of wy wiſhing eyes, I ſhall pay : with 
your pretty cars. 
Dorc. — me if you dare, you inſolent, impudent, dirty, 
_y raſca | | 
Greg. Oh, ho, ho! you will hare it then, I find, 4 hr | 
Dore. O. murder! murder! N En 
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SCENE II. 


Gregory, Dorcas, Squire Robert. 


Rob. What's the matter here? fy upon you! fy upon you- 
neighbour, to beat your wife in this ſcandalous manner. 
Dore, Well, Sir, and 1 have a mind to be beat, and what 


then ? 
Rob. O dear, madam! I give my conſcnt with all my heart 
and ſoul. 4 
Dorc. What's that to you, ſaucebox ? ? is it any buſineſs of ii 
yours ? | 6 
Rob. No certainly, madam. » 4 
Dorc. Here's an impertinent fellow for you, won't ſuffer a p38 1 
Ir ma- buſband to beat his own wife. IM: 4 
Come, AIR II. Wincheſter wedding. | | 1 
found Go thraſh your own 1i5, Sir, at home, Fre a 4 
| | Nor thus interfere with our Hie, | +} 1 | 
have, | Alay cuckoldom ftill be his doom, ; '# i 4 
't on t. bo ri ves to part husband and wiſe. p 6 
Suppoſe I've a miud he fpould dritb, Wh+ 1! 
IW tofe bones are they, Sir, he to lick? | 0 1 
in an At whoſe expence is it, you ſcrad, | | F 1 
Tou are not to find him a ſtick. 9 | i 4 


1 


h my | Rob. Neighbour, I aſk your pardon heartily; here, take and 
| thralh your wife, beat her as you ought to do. 


do o 


+} _ Greg. No, Sir, I won't beat her. 44 
TYIS | Rob. O! Sir, that's another thing. 5 OEK Tit 
8 Greg. I'll beat her when I pleaſe, and will not beat her #4 
Ts | when 1 do not pleaſe. She is my vile, and not yours. 1 ; 
Rob. Certainly. 1 
25 ' Dore. Give me the tick, dear husband. 1 
o fr Rob. Well, if ever l attempt to patt husband and wife cus, 4+: 
| LP 1 de beaten HR 11 | 
low. | {7 
_ | SCENE In. TH 
dirty, | | Gregory, Dorcas. I 17 


5 Greg. Come, my dear, let us be friends. 
s ber. {} Dor. What, after beating me ſo 
_ Greg. "Twas but in jelt. 
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Dore. I deſire you will crack your jeſts on your own bones, 
not on mine. 
' Greg. Piha! you know, you and TI are one, and I beat one 
half of myſelf when I beat you. | 

Dore., Yes but for the future, I deſire you will beat the o- 
ther half of yourſelf. 

Greg. Come, my pretty dear, I afk pardon, I'm forry for't, 

Dorc. For once, I pardon you-—but you ſhatl pay for it. 

Greg. Pſhaw! pſhaw ! child, theſe are only little affairs, ne- 
cefiary in friendihip; four or five good blows with a cudgel 
between your very fond couples, only tend to heighten the af- 
fections. I'll now to the wood, and I promiſe thee to make 
a hundred fagots before I come home again. [Exit, 

Dore. If I am not reveng'd on thoſe blows of yours! , 
that 1 could but think of ſome method to be reveng'd on him! 
bang the rogue, he's quite inſenſible of cuckoldom, 


A IR III. Oh London 1s a fine town. 


In ancient days Poe beard, with horns, 
The wife ber ſpoicje could fright, 
' Which now the hero bravely ſturns, 
So common is the ſight. 
To city, country, camp, or court, 
Or ubereſe er he go, © 
No grned brother dares make ſport, 
They ve cuckolds all arow. 


Oh that I could find out ſome invention to get him well drubb'd! 


SCENE lv. 
Harry, James, Dorcas. 


Harry. Were ever two fools ſent on ſuch a meſſage as we 
are, in queſt of a dumb doctor? 3 

James. Blame your own curſed memory that made you for- 
get his name. For my part, 1'll travel thro' the world rather 
than return without him ; that were as much as a limb or two 
| were worth. | | 

Harry. Was ever ſuch a curſed misfortune! to loſe the let- 
ter? 1 ſhould not even know his name if I were to hear it. 

Dorc. Can I find no invention to be reveng 'd?— heyday! 
who are theſe? 

James. Harkye, niiftreſs, do you know or ae 
| Where doctor u hat- d'y e- call him lives? 
* Doctor who? 
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James. Doctor dc tor what's his name? 
Dorc. Hey! what, has the fellow a mind to banter me? 
Harry. Is there no 0 phy fician hereabouts famous for curing 


| dumbneſs? 


Dorc. I fanſy you have no need of ſuch a phy tian, Mr. 


Impertinence. 


4 
7 
I 


Harry. Don't miſtake us, good woman, we don't mean to 
banter you, we are ſent by our maſter, whoſe daughter haz 
loſt her ſpeech, for a certain phyſician who lives hereabonts, 
we have loſt our direction, and 'tis as much as out lives are 


| worth to return without him. 


Dorc. There is one doctor Lazy lives juſt by, but he has 
left off practiſing. Lou would not get him à mile, to faye the 
es of a thouſand patients. 


James. Direct us but to him; we'll bring him with us one 


way or other, I warrant you. 


Harry. Ay, ay, wel have him with us, tho' we carry kim | 


on our backs. 


Dorc. Ha! heaven has inſpir'd me with one of the moſt ad- 


| mirable inventions to be reveng'd on my hangdog! [Aſide I 


| aſſure you, if you can get him with you, he'll do your young | 


lady” s buſineſs for her; he's reckon'd one of the belt Ine 


in the world, eſpecially for dumbneſs. 


Harry. Pray tell us where he lives. 
Dorc. You'll never be able to get him out of his own 125 


| but if you watch hereabouts, you'll certainly meet with him, 
for he very often amuſes himſelf here with cutting wood. 


„ 


PE 


Jou mean, 


ny ET GT 


* 


Barry. A phyſician cut wood! 
James. I ſuppoſe he amuſes inn in Garching after herbs 


Dore. No, be's one of the moſt extraordinary men in t 
thing he ſo much dreads as to be known for a phyſician. 


James. al your great men have ſome n oddities about 
em. 


Dore. Why he will ſuffer himſelf to be beat, before he will 
own himſelf to be a phyſician—-and Ill give you my word, 
you'll never make him own himſelf one, unleſs you both of 


you take a good cudgel, and thraſh him into it; 'tis what we 
all are forc'd to do when we have any need of tun. 
James. What a ridiculous whim is here! 
Dore, Very true; and in io great a man. 


A = T— — — A—— QM — — — 


5 > 4 


world: he goes dreft like a common clown; for there is no- 


— — 


miſtreſs, your ſervant; 
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James. And is he ſo very ſkilful a man? 

Dorc. Skilful? why he does miracles. About half a year 
ago, a woman was given over by all her phylicians, nay, ſhe 
had been dead ſome time; when this great man came to her, 
as ſoon as he ſaw her, he pour'd a little drop of ſomething 
down her throat he had no ſooner done it, than ſhe got 
out of her bed, and walk'd about the room, as if there had 
been nothing the matter with her. 

Both. Oh prodigious ! | 

Dore. *Tis not above three weeks ago, that a child of twelve 
years old fell from the top of a houſe to the bottom, and 
broke its (cull, it's arms, and legs. ———our phyſician was no 
ſooner drubb'd into makiog him a viſit, than having rubb'd 


the child all over with a certain ointment, it got upon its legs, 


and run away ta play. 

Both, Oh moſt wonderful ! 

Harry. Hey! gad, Ns we'll drub bim out of a pot of 
this ointment. 

James, But can he cure damboeks ? ? 

Dorc. Dumbneſs! why the curate of ovr pariſh's wife was 
born dumb, and the doctor, with a fort of waſh, waſhed her 
tongue, till he ſet it a going ſo, that in leſs chan a month's 
time ſhe out-talk'd her husband. 

Harry. This muſt be the very man we were ſent after, 

Dore. Vonder is the very man [I ſpeak of. 

James, What, that he yonder? 

Dore. The. very ſame. * has ſpy'd us and taken up 


| | his bill. 


James. Come Harry. #on't let us loſe one moment. 
we give you ten thouſand thanks for 
this favour. 

Dorc. Be ſure, and * good uſe of your iticks. 

| James, He ſhan't want that. 


8 c E N E v. Auother part of the wood. 


James; Harry, Gregory. 
Greg. Pox on't! tis moſt confounded hot weather. 
who have we here! 
James. Sir, your moſt obedient bumble ſervant. —— 
Greg. Sir, your ſervant. | 
James. W e are mighty” happy in — you bers. —r. 


Hey! 


—— 


for 


| | father. 


| is that r no * | 
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Greg. Ay, like enough. 


James. 'Tis in your power, Sir, to do us a very great favour-- 


| We come, Sir, to implore your aſſiſtance in a certain affair. 


Greg. If it be in my power to give you any aſſiſtance, ma- 


| ſters, I'm ready to do it. 


James. Sir, you are extremely obliging. But, dear Sir, 
let me beg you'd be cover'd, the ſun will hurt your complexion. 

Harry. For heaven's ſake, Sir, be cover'd. 

Greg. Theſe ſhould be footmen, by their dreſs, but ſhould 


| be courtiers by their ceremony. [e. 


James. You muſt not think it ſtrange, Sir, that we come 
thus to ſeek after you; men of your capacity will be ſought 


| after by the whole world. 


Greg. Truly gentlemen, tho” I ſay it, that ſhould not ſay 


it, I have a pretty good hand at a fagot. 


James. O dear Sir! 
Greg. You may, perhaps, buy fagots cheaper othenetions 


| but if you find ſuch in all this country, you ſhall have mine 


for nothing. To make but one word then with you, you ſhall 


| have mine for ten ſhillings a hundred, 


James. Don't talk in that manner, I deſire you. 
Greg. I could not ſell em a penny cheaper, if *twas to my 


James. Dear Sir, we know you voy well don't jeſt with 


us in this manner. 


Greg. Faith, maſter, I am ſo much in earneſt that I can't 
beat one farthing. 


James. Oh pray, Sir, hn this idle diſcourſe.——— Can 2 

| perſon like you, amuſe himſelf in this manner? can a learned 

| and famous phyſician, like you, try to diſguiſe himſelf to > the 
world, and bury ſuch fine talents in the woods? 


Greg. The fellow's a fogl. | 

James. Let me intreat you, Sir, not to diſſemble with us. 
Harry. It is in vain, Sir, we know what you are. 

Greg. Know what you are! what do you know of me? 


Greg. Phyſician in your teeth! I a phyſician! | 
James. The fit is on him. —— Sir, let me beſeech you to 


conceal 'yourſelf no longer, and oblige us to—you know what. 


Greg. Devil take me, if I know what, .. I ** 


James. Why, we know you, Sir to be a very great phy” | 


| fician, 
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James. We muſt proceed to the uſual remedy, I bud. — 
And ſo you are no phyſician. 

Greg. No. f 

James. You are no phyſician? 

Greg. No, I tell you. 

James. Well, if we muſt, we muſt. [ Beat him. 

Greg, Oh! oh! gentlemen! gentlemen! what are you 
doing? I am-—1I am—-whatever you pleaſe to have me. 

James. Why will you oblige us, Sir, to this violence? 

Harry. Why will you force us to this troubleſome remedy? 

James. I aſſure you, Sir, it gives me a great deal of pain. 

Greg. I aſſure you, Sir, and fo it does me, But pray, gen- 
tlemen, what is the reaſon that you have a mind to make a 
phyſician of me? 

James. What! do you deny your being a phyſician, again? 

Greg. And the devil take me, iff I am. 

Harry. You are no phyſician ? 

Greg. May I be pox'd, if I am. [They beat him.] Oh! — 
oh! dear gentlemen ; oh! for heaven's ſake; I am a phyſi» 
cian, and an apothecary too, if you'll have me; I had rather 
be any thing, than be knock'd o' the head. | 

James. Dear Sir, I am rejoic'd to ſee you come to your 
ſenſes; 
forc'd us to. 

Greg. Perhaps IT am deceiv'd yy and am a phyſician 
without knowing it. But, dear gentlemen, are you certain Im 
a phyſician? 
| James. Yes, the greateſt phyſician in the world. 

Greg. Indeed! 

Harry. A phyſician that has 

Greg. The devil I have! 


cur'd all forts of diſtempers, 


James. That has made a woman walk about the room af- 


ter ſhe was dead fix hours. 


Harry. That ſet a child upon it's s legs ined ifter it 


| had broke 'em. 


James. That made the curate's wiſe, who 1 was amb, ow 


faſter than her huſband. 
Harry. Look ye, Sir, you ſhall have content, my maſter will 
ive you whatever you will demand, 
Greg. Shall I have whatever I will demand? 
| James. You may depend upon it. 


. I am a E without . had ages it, 


I aſk pardon ten thouſand times for what you have 


at 


t it, 


gin'd. | 
fool, the beſt of my market was over, and I began to grow | 


— 


— no 
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but T begin to recolle& myſelf.— Well —and what is the 


| diſtemper I am to cure? 9 


— In Oe IP * . 


James. My young miſtreſs, Sir, has loſt her tongue. 

Greg. The devil take me if I have found it. But, come 
gentlemen, if 1 muſt go with you, I muſt have a phylician's 
habit, for a phyſician can no more preſcribe without a full wig, 
than without a fee, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VI, 
Dorcas. 


Dore. I don't remember my heart has gone ſo pit-a pat with 
joy a long while. revenge is ſurely the moſt delicious mor- 
' ſel the devil ever dropt into the mouth of a woman. And this 


is a revenge which coſts nothing; for, alack-a-day! to plant 
' horns upon a huſband's head is more dangerous than is ima- 


Odd! I had a narrow eſcape when I met with this 


| almoſt as cheap as a crack'd China cup. 


_— 


[ her to life again. 


AIR IV. Pinks and Lillies, 
A woman's ware, like China, 
Neu cheap, now dear is bought ; 
When whole, tho* worth a guinea, 
IWhen broke's not worth a groat. 


A woman at St. James's, _ 
With hundreds you od{gin ; 
But ſtay 'till loft her fame is, 
She'll be cheap in Drury- Lane, 


'$CEN E VII. Sir Jaſper's houſe. 
Sir Jaſper, and James. 
Sir Jaſp. Where is he? where is he? 


| James. Only recruiting himſelf after his journey. You need 

| Not be impatient, Sir, for were my young lady dead, he'd bring 
He makes no more of bringing a 8 
do life, than other phyſicians do of killing him. 
Sir Jaſp. Tis ſtrange ſo great a man ſhould have thoſe un- 
| accountable odd humours you mention'd. 


James. Tis but a good blow or two, and he comes immedl- 


| ately to db he is. 
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. | SCENE VIII. 


Sir Jaſper, James, Gregory, Harry. 

Harry. Sir, this is the doctor. 

Sir Jaſp. Dear Sir, you're the welcom'ſt man in the world, 

Greg. Hippocrates ſays, we ſhould both be cover'd. 

Sir Jaſp. Ha; docs Hippocrates ſay ſo? in what —_— pray? 

Greg. In his chapter of hats. 

Sir Jaſp. Since Hippocrates ſays fo, I ſhall obey him. 

Greg. Doctor, after having exceedingly travell'd in the High- 
way of letters 

Sir Jaſp. Doctor! pray whom do you ſpeak to? 

Greg. To you, Doctor. 


3 Jaſp. Ha, ha! I am a knight, thank the king's * 


but no doctor. 

9 What, you're no doctor? > 

Sir Jaſp. No, upon my word, 

Greg. You're no doctor? 

Sir Jaſp. Doctor! no. s 

Greg. There — tis done. [ Beats bim. 

Sir Jaſp. Done, in the devil's name! what's done? 

Greg. Why now you are made a doctor of phyſic——1I am 
fure it's all the degrees I ever took. 

Sir Jaſp. What devil of a fellow have you brought here? 
James, I told you, Sir, the doctor had ſtrange whims with 
him. 

Sir Jaſp. Whims 5 — 1 ſhall bind his phyſi- 
eianſhip over to his good behaviour, if be has any more of theſe 
whims, . 

Greg. Sir, I aſk pardon for the liberty 1 have taken. 
Sir Jaſp. Oh! it's very well, it's very well for « Once. 
Greg. I'm ſorry for thoſe blows. 

Sir Jaſp. Nothing at all, nothing at all, Sir. 


_ Greg. Which I was oblig'd to have-the honour of laying on. 


ſo thick upon you. 


Sir Jaſp. Let's talk no more of dem, Sir——my n ; | 


doctor. is fallen into à very ſtrange diſtemper. 


Greg. Sir, I am overjoy'd to hear it; and I wiſh. with * 1 
my heart, you and your whole family had the ſame occaſion. l 
for me, as your daughter, to ſhew the * deũre I have 4d 


ſerve you. 


Sir Jaſp. Sir, I am oblig'd to you. 


cats 


vorld. 


pray? 


ee for 


bim. 


' 


THE 
Greg. I aſſure you, Sir, I ſpeak from the very bottom of 
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| M\ foul A 


Sir Jaſp. 1 do believe you, Sit, from the very bottom of 


mine. 


Greg. What is your daughter's name? 

Sir Jaſp. My daughter's name is Charlot. 

Greg. Are you ſure ſhe was chriſten'd Charlot? 

Sir Jaſp. No, Sir, the was chriſten'd Charlotta. 

Greg. Hum! I had rather ſhe ſhould have been chriſten'd 
| Charlotte. Charlotte is a very good name for a patient; and 


let me tell you, the name is often of as much ſervice to the 
patient, as the phyſician is. 


8 C E NE IX. 
Sir Jaſper, Gregory, Charlotte, Maid. 
Sir Jaſp. Sir, my daugliter's here. 
Greg. Is that my patient? upon my word ſhe carries no 


_ diſtemper in her countenance—and I fanſy, a healthy young 
fellow would fit very well upon her. 


| Sir Jaſp. You make her ſmile, doctor. 


Greg. So much the better; 'tis a very good ſign when we 


- can bring a patient to ſmile; it is a ſign that the diſtemper be- 


gins to . as we ſay.— Well, child, what's the matter 


with you? what's your diſtemper? 


| Charl. Han, hi, hon 


| 


| Char]. 


Charl. Han, hi, hon, han. 
Greg. What do you ſay? 
Han, hi, han, hon. 
Greg. What, what, what 2 —— 


Greg. Han! hon! honin ha! 


Sir Jaſp. Why, that's her 8 Sir. 
dumb, and no one can aſſign the cauſe— 
dir, has kept back her marriage. 


She's become 


| Grey. Kept back her marrioge! why ſo? 


Sir Jaſp. Becauſe her lover refuſes to have her 'till ſhe's 
ur d. * 
* Wy 0 lud! ! was ever ſuch a fool, that weu'd not have 


| bits wife dumb! —— would to heaven my wife was dumb, I'd 


de far from deſiring to cure her. Does this . 


5 this han, kl, hon, oppreſs ber very much? 


T don't underſtand a 
| word ſhe fays. Han ! hi! hon ! what the devil of a language i is 
| this? 


—and this diſtemper, 
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man. 
but to return to our reaſoning: I hold that this impediment of 
the action of the tongue is cauſed by certain humours which - 
humours——ah ! you 
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Sir Jaſp. Yes, Sir. 

Greg. So much the better. Has ſhe any great pains? 

Sir. Jaſp. Very great. 

Greg. That's juſt as I would have it. 
child. Hum— —ha-—-2a very. dumb pulſe indeed. 

Sir Jaſp. You have gueſs'd her diſtemper. 

Greg, Ay, Sir, we great phyſicians know a diſtemper im- 
mediately: I know ſome of the college would call this the 
Borce, or the Coupee, or the Sinkee, or twenty other diſtem- 


pers; but I give you my word, Sir, your daughter is nothing 


more than dumb 


So I'd have you de very eaſy, for there is 


nothing elſe the matter with her— if ſhe were not dumb, ſhe 


would be as well as I am, 


Sir Jaſp. But I ſhould be glad to know, doctor, from whence 


her dumbneſs proceeds? 


Greg. Nothing ſo eaſily accounted for. — Her dumbneſs 
proceeds from her having loſt her ſpeech. 


Sir Jaſp. But whence, if you pleaſe, proceeds her having 


loſt her ſpeech ? 


Greg. All our beſt authors will tell you, it is the impedi- 
ment of the action of the tongue. 


Sir Jaſp. But if you pleaſe, dear Sir, your ſentiments pou | 


that impediment. 


Greg. Ariſtotle has upon that ſubject ad very fine things; 1 


very fine things. 

Sir Jaſp. I believe it, doctor. 
Greg. Ah! he was a great man, he was indeed a very great 
A man, who upon that ſubject was a man that 


our great phyſicians call humours 


underſtand Latin— 


Sr Jaſp. Not in the leaſt. 

Greg. What, not underſtand Latin? 

Sir Jaſp. No indeed, doctor. 

Greg. Cabricius arci thuram cathalimus, Singulariter nom. 


hace mula hic, haed hoc, genitivo hujus, hunc, banc moe. 


Bonus, bona, bonum. Eſtne oratio Latinus? etiam. Qula 
ſubſtantivo & adjectivum concoi dat in generi numerum & caſus, 


Ge dicunt, alunt, praedicant, clamitant, & ſimilibus. 


Sir Jaſp. Ah! why did 1 neglect my ſtudies? 
* What n OO zau is this! 


Give me your hand, 
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Greg. Beſides, Sir, certain ſpirits paſſing from the left ſide, 
which is the ſeat of the liver, to the right, which is the frat 


15 


of the heart, we find the lungs, which we call in Latin, Whit- 


kerus, having communication with the brain, which we name 


in Greek, Jackbootos, by means of a hollow vein which we 


call in Hebrew, Periwiggus, meet in the road with the ſaid 
ſpirits, which fill the ventircles of the Omotaplaſmus ; and be- 
cauſe the ſaid humours have—you comprehend me well, Sir? 
and becauſe the ſame humours have a certain malignity 
liſten ſeriouſly, 1 beg you. 

Sir Jaiſp. 1 do. - 


Greg, Have a certain malignity that 1 15 cauſed be attentive 


if you pleaſe. 

Sir Jaſp. I am. 

Greg. That is caus'd, I ſay, by the acrimony of the hu- 
mours engender'd in the concavity of the diaphragm; thence it 
arrives, that theſe vapours, Propria gue maribus tribuuntur, ma- 
ſcula dicas, ut ſunt Divorum, Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, virorum 
This, Sir, is the cauſe of your daughter's being dumb. 

Harry. O that I had but his tongue! 

Sir Jaſp. It is impoſlible to reaſon, better, no doubt. But, 
dear Sir, there is one thing. —1I always thought till now, 
that the heart was on the left fide, and the liger on the right, 

Greg. Ay, Sir, ſo they were formerly, but we have chang'd 
all that. —— The college at ns. Sir, proceeds upon an intire 
new. method. 

Sir Jaſp. I afk your condo, Sir. 

Greg. Oh, Sir! there's no harm 
know fo much as we do. 25 

Sir Jaſp. Very true; but, doctor, what would you have done 
with my davghter? 

Greg. What would I have Sa with her! why, my POR 
is, that you immediately put her into a bed warm'd with a brats 
warming- pan: cauſe her to drink one quart of ſpring-water, 
mixt with one pint of brandy, fix Seville oranges, and moos 
ounces of the beſt double refin'd ſugar. 

Sir Jaſp. Why this is. punch, doctor. 

Greg. Punch, Sir! ay sir: and what's e than 


— you're not ob! g d to 


punch, to make people talk? — never tell me of your julaps, 


your gruels, your — your — this and that, and t'other, which 


are only arts to keep a patient in hand a long time ——1 love 5 


to do a buſineſs all a at once. | 
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Sir Jaſp. Doctor, I aſk pardon, you ſhall be obey d. 
[Gives money, 
Greg. I'll return in the evening, and ſee what effect it has 
had on her. But hold, there's another young lady here, that 1 
maſt apply ſome little remedies to. 
Maid, Who, me? I was never better in my life, I thank 
you, Sir. 


Greg. So much the worſe, madam, ſo much the worſe.—— 


"Tis very dangerous to be very well— for when one is very 
well, one has nothing elfe to do, but to take phyſic, and bleed 
away. 

Sir Jaſp. Oh ſtrange! what, bleed, when one has no dif- 
temper? 

Greg. It may be ſtrange, perhaps, but tis very wholeſome, 


Beſides, madam, it is not your cafe, at preſent, to be very well; 


at leaſt, you cannot poſſibly be well above three days longer; 
and it is always beſt to cure a diſtemper before you have it 
or, as we ſay in Greek, Diſtemprum beſtum eſt courare ante 
babeſtum.-—— What I ſhall prefcribe you, at preſent, is to take 
every {ix hours one of theſe bolus's. 

Maid. Ha, ha, ha! Why, doctor, theſe look exactly like 
lumps of loaf ſugar. 


Greg. Take one of theſe bolus's, 7 ſay, every fix hours, 


waſhing it down with fix ſpoonfuls of the beſt Holland's Geneva. 
Sir Jaſp. Sure, you are in jeſt, doQor!—this wench does 
not ſhew any ſymptom of a diſtemper. 


Greg. Sir Jaſper, let me tell you, it were not amiſs if you 


yourſclf took a little lenitive phyße; ; I ſhall prepare ſomething 
for you. 

Sir Jaſp. Ha, ha, ha! no, no, doctor, I have eſcaped both 
doctors and diltempers hitherto, and I am reſolv'd the diſ- 
temper ſhall pay me the firſt viſit. 

Greg. Say you fo, Sir? why then if I fean get no more pa- 
tients here, I mult ev'n ſcek om Aber, and ſo humbly 
legte te Domine Domiiii veniam goundi foras. 


Sir Jaſp. Well, this is a phlyfcian of vaſt capacity, bat of | 


exceeding odd humours. 


sc EME X. The ſtreet. 


Leander ſolus. 
Ab, Charlotte! chou haſt no reaſon to ne my igno- 


* 


ran ce 


torme 


tcars, 
the te 


th 
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rance of what thou endureſt, ſince I can ſo eaſily gueſs thy 


| torment by my un. — Oh how much more juſtifiable are my 


fears, when you have not only the command of a parent, but 
the temptation of fortune to allure you! 


AIR V. Set by Mr. Scedo. 


O curſed power of gold, 

For which all boncur's „ald. 
And honeſty's nd more! 

For thee we aften find 

The great in leagues combii'd 
To trick aud rob the poor, 

By thee the ſecl and tna ve, 

Tranſcen d the wiſe and brave, 
So abſolute thy reign : 

Without me belp of thine, 

The grcoteſt beauties ſine, 
And lovers plead in van. 


SCENE XI. 


Leander, Gregory. 


Greg. Upon my word, this is a good beggining, and ſinee-- | 


Lean. I have waited for you, doctor, a long time. I'm come 


to beg your aſſiſtance, 
Greg. Ay, you have need of affiftance indeed! what a pulſe 
[Feels bis pulje. 


is here! what do you out o' your bed? 

Lean. Ha, ha, ha! doctor, you're miſtaken, I am not ſick, 
I aſſure you. 

Greg, How, Sir! not fick! Do you think 1 don't know 
when a man is ſick, better than he does himfelf? 

Lean. Well, if I have any diſtemper, it is the love of that 


young lady your patient, from whom you juſt now come, 


and to whom if you can convey me, I ſwear, dear doctor. L 
mall be effeftually cur'd. | 


| Goſs Do you take r me for «pimp, Sir, a phy ſician far 8 
imp? | 


Lean. Dear Sir! make no noife. _ | 
Greg. Sir, I will make a noiſe, you're an imgeninene ble, 
Lean. Softly, good Sir! 


Greg. I ſhall ſhew you, Sir, that I'm not eli a fore of @ 
| Ferfon, and that you are an infolent, ſeucy— 
. — not ſpeaking to you, Sins dat there are certain 


* 


{Leander give: 
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impertinent fellows in the world, that take people for what | 


they arc not—-which always puts me, Sir, into ſuck a paſſion, 
that——- : 

Lean, I aſk pardon, Sir, for the liberty I have taken. 

Greg. O der, Sir! no offence in the leaſt. — Pray, Sir, 
how am I to ſerve you? 

Lean. This diſtemper, Sir, which you are ſent for to cure, 
is teign'd. The phyſicians have reaſon'd upon it, according to 


| cuſtom, and have derived it from the brain, from the bowels, { 


From the liver, lungs, lights, and every part of the body; but 
_ the true cauſe of it is love; and is an invention of Charlot's, 
to deliver ber from a match which ſhe dillikes. 

Greg. Hum! — ſuppoſe you were to diſpuiſe PT as an 
apotheeary ? 

Lean. I'm not very well known to her father, therefore be- 
lieve I may paſs upon him ſecureiy. 

Greg. Go then, diſguiſe yourſelf immediately; II wait for 
you here. —— Ha! methinks I fee a patient. [Exit Lean, 


SCENE XII. 


Gregory, James, aud Davy. 
| Greg. Gud! matters go ſo ſuimmingly. I'll even continue 
* phyſician as long as I live. 
James. [Speaking to Davy.] Fear not, if be relapſe into his 


htamours, I'll quickly thraſh him into the phyſician again. Doc- | 


tor, I have brought you a patient, 
Davy. My poor wife, doctor, has kept her bed theſe fix 


mon ts. [Creg. holds aut his band.] if your worſhip would find 


out ſome means to cure her. 
Greg. What's the matter with ler — 
Davy. Why ſhe has had ſeveral phyſicians; one fays 'tis the 


dropſy ; another *tis the what d'ye-call-it, the tumpany ; a thid 


fays 'tis a ſlow fever; a fourth ſays the rumatiz ; à fifth. 
Greg. What are the ſymptoms ? 
Davy. Symptoms, Sir! 
Greg. Ay, ay, What does ſhe complain of? 
Davy. Why ſhe is always craving and craving for 1 
eats nothing at all. Then her legs are ſwell'd up as big as a 
| good handſome poſt, and as cold they be as a ſtone. 


Greg. Come, to the . ſpeak to the purpoſe, my friend. 


. out bis baud, 


F 
i 
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hat Davy. The purpoſe is, Sir, that I am come to aſk what | 
ion, | your worſhip pleaſes to have done with her. | i 
Greg. Plhaw, pſbaw, pſhaw! 1 don't underſtand one word i | 
| what you mean. | i J. | 
Sir, James. His wife is ſick, doctor, and he has K vou a i 0 
guinea for your advice, Give it the doctor, friend. | 
ure, (Davy gives the guinca. 1 j f ö 
g to Greg. Ay, now I underſtand you; here's a gentleman ex- {| | 
vels, plains the caſe. You fay your wife is fick of the dropſy. ' 1 
but Davy. Yes, an't pleaſe your worſhip. h | | PF 
lot's, Greg. Well, I have made a ſhift to comprehend your q | l 
meaning at laſt; you have the ſtrangeſt way of defcribing a 1 4% 
$ an diſtemper! you ſay your wife is always calling for drink; let 4 { 
| her have as much as ſhe deſires, ſhe can't drink too much: and $1 | ' 
e be. | dye hear? give her this piece of cheeſe, | Th 
Davy. Cheeſe, Sir! — 
t for | Greg. Ay, cheeſe, Sir. The cheeſe, of which this j is a part, | | 11 ki 
Lan. bas cur'd more people of à dropſy, than ever had it. 4 tl 14 
Davy. I give your worſhip a thouſand thanks; I'll go make / 4 4 
hef take it immediately. [ Exit. | $1 N 
Greg. Go, and if ſhe dies, be ſure to bor y her after the beſt = 
; manner you can. + 1 be 
as SCENE xu. al: | 
> his Gregory, Dorcas. 71 | nl 
Doc- Dorc. I'm to pay ſeverely for my frolic, if I have loſt 71 11 
my huſband by it. e 
e fix | Greg. Phyſit and matrimony! my wife! oy | 1 
find Dorc. For tho' the rogue uſed me a little roughly, he was 1.4 pg 
{ as good a workman as any in five miles of his head. ab | 
A IR VI. Thomas I cannot. 4411 
5 WP | 2 fig for the dainty civil ſpouſe, = | g 
ow | he's bred at the court, or France, | — | b 4 
x: He treats his wife with fmiles and bows, _—_ | Hy 
And minds not the good main-chance. l 
Be Gregory 1 | | 
1 1 
1. = 7 The ns for me, IT | | ö 5 i | 
8 given to many a mag get, | . 85 Ws 
ö For be would work . . 
NEE Like any Turk, 898 bj #1 
Jan. None like him cer bandled a fagot, a fagot ' 
0 None like Tian Cer bandlcd a ſagot. \ | | : 
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Greg. What evil ſtars, in the vil's name, 
hither? if I could but perſuade her to tab 
I'd give her, I thould be phykcian to fon 
hider, child, leta me fecla your pulic. 

Dorc. What have you to do with my pu'lc? 

Greg. I am de French phyſicion, my dear, and I am to o ſeal 
a de pulſe of de pation. 

Dore. Yes, but I am no pation, Sir, nor want no 5 
good Dr. Ragou. 

Greg. Begar, you mult be put-a to bed, and aka de peel; 
me ſal give you de litle pcel dat ſal cure you, as you have more 
diitempre den evere were hered off. 

Dorc. What's the matter with the. fool? if you fell my pulſe 
any more, I chall feel your cars for you. 

Greg. Begar, you muſt taka de peel. 

Dore. Begar, I ſhall not taka de peel. 

Greg. I'll take this opportunity to try her. [.4/ide.]J--Maye 
dear, if you will not letta me cura you, you ſal cura me, you 
ſal be my phy ſicion. and I will giva you de fee. 

{ Holds out a * 

Dorc. Ay, my ſtomach does not go againſt thoſe pills; aud 
what muit 1 do for your fee. 

Greg. Oh begar! me vil ſhow you, me vil teacha you what 
you ſal doe; you mult come Killa me now, you matt come 
Ekiſſa me. 

Dore. [Kiſſes him.] As 1 "oy my very hang-dog! I've diſ- 
cover'd him in good time, or he had diſcover'd me. Lide. 
well, doctor, and are you cur'd now ? 

Grey. 1 ſhal! make my ſelf a cuckold preſently. Ale. 1— 


purpoſe come 


Dis is not a propie place, dis is too public, for ſud any one 


pals by while I taka dis phyſie, it vil _—_—_— de opperation. 
Dorc. What phy lic, doctor? | | 
Greg. In your car, dat. 


you dare affront my virtue, you villain! you think the world 
ſhould bribe me to part with * —— my dear virtue ? there, 
take your purſe again. 

Greg. But where s the gold? 

Dore: The gold I'll keep, as an eternal monument of wy 
virtue. 


ow” Oh what a barer dog am I. to hind my wife ſo vir 


have ſent her 
pill or two that 


Dore. And in your ear, dat Sirrah. [Hitting bim à box. ] Do 


ore 


| bable \ 


i 
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| tnous a woman, when I leaſt expected it! oh my injur'd dear 


behold your Gregory, your own huſband, 

Dorc. Ha! 

Greg. Oh me! I'm ſo full of joy, I cannot tell thee more; 
than that I am as much the happicſt of men, as thou art the 


1 molt virtuous of women. 


Dorc. And art thou really my Gregory ? and haſt thou any 
more of theſe purſes? 

G No, my dear, I have no more about me, but 'tis pro- 
few days I may have a hundred, for the Ag ac- 
cident has happened to me 

Dorc. Yes, my dear, but I ean tell you whom you are ob- 


| lig'd to for that accident; had you not beaten me this morn» 


ing, I had never had you beaten into a phyſician. 
Greg. Oh, oh! then tis to you I owe all that drubbing. 
Dorc. Yes my dear tho” I little dreamt of the conſequence. 
Greg. How infinitely I'm oblig'd to thee !——but huſh! 


SCENE XIV. 
Gregory, Hclebore. 
nel. Are not vourthe great doctor juſt come to this n 


| fo famous for curing dumbneſs. 


Greg. Sir, I am he. 

Hel. Then Sir, I ſhould be glad of your advice. 

Greg. Let me feel your pulſe. | 

Hel. Not for myſelf, good doctor, I am myſelf, Sir, a bro- 


| ther of the faculty, what the world call a Mad- Doctor. I have 
| at preſent under my care, 8 patient whom 1 can by n no means | 


prevail with to ſpeak. | 
Greg. I ſhall make him ſpeak, Sir. 
Hel. It will add, Sir, to the great reputation you hare al- 


ready acquir'd, and I am happy in finding you. 


Greg. Sir, I am as happy in finding you. You ſee that wo- 


| man there, ſhe is poſſeſs'd with a more ſtrange ſort of madneſs, 


and imagines every man ſhe ſees, to be her huſband. Now, 
| Sir if you will but admit her into your houſe. — 
Hel. Moſt willingly, Sir. i 


Greg. The firſt thing, Sir, you are to do, is to let out thirty : 
{ ounces of her blood; 


hair, all her hair, Sir; after which you are to make a very 


then, Sir, you are to ſhave off all her 


ſevere uſe of your rod twice a day; and take a particular care 


F chat lhe have not the leaſt allowance beyond bread and water. 
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Hel. Sir, I ſhall readily agree to the dictates of fo great a 
man; nor can 1 help approving of your method, which is ex- 
ceading mild and wholſome. 

Greg. [ To his wiſe.] My dear, that gentleman will conduct 
you to my lodging. — Sir, I beg you will take a particular 
care of the lady. 

Hel. You may depend on't, Sir, nothing in my power ſhall 
be wanting; you have only to enquire for Dr. Hcelebore. 

Dorc, Tuon't be long before | ſee you, huſband. 

Hel. Huſband! this is as unaccountable a madneſs as any [ 
have yet met with. | [Exit with Dorcas, 
SCENE XV. 

Gregory, Leander. 

Greg. I think I ſhall be reveng'd of you now, my dear,— 

ſo, Sir. 

Lean. I think I make a pretty good apothecary now. 

Greg. Yes, faith, you're almoſt as good an apothecary as I'm 
a phyſician, and if you pleaſe I'll convey you to the patient, 

Lean. If I did but know a few phyſical hard words.— 

Greg. A few phyſical hard words! why, in a few hard words 

conſiſts the ſcience. Would you know as much as the whole 
faculty in an inſtant, Sir? come along, come along.——Hold, 
let me go firſt; the doctor mult always go before the apothe- 
_ cary. [ Exeunt, 
SCENE XVI. Sir Jaſper's houſe. 
Sir Jaſper, Charlot, Maid, Gregory, Leander. 
Sir Jaſp. Has ſhe made no attempt to ſpeak yet? 
Maid. Not in the leaſt, Sir, ſo far from it, that as ſhe nf 
to make a fort of a noiſe before, ſhe is now quite ſilent. 
Sir Jaſp. [Locking on his watch.) 'Tis almoſt the time 
doctor promis'd to return. | 
Sir Jaſp. Oh! he is here. Doctor, your ſervant. 
Greg. Well, Sir, how does my patient? 
Sir Jaſp. Rather worſe, Sir, ſince your preſcription. 
Greg. So much the better, tis a ſign that it operates. 
Sir Jaſp. Who is that gentleman, pray, with you? 
Greg. An apothecary, Sir. Mr. Apothecary, I deſire you 
would immediately apply that ſong I preſerib'd. 
Sir Jaſp. A ſong. Doctor? preſcribe a ſong! 
Greg. Preſcribe a ſong, Sir! yes, Sir, preſcribe a ſong, Sir. 
Is there any thing ſo ſtrange in that? did you never hear of 
pills to purge RP 1 . nn theſe "things wo 


N 


; 


N 
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than I, why did you ſend for me? sbud! Sir, this ſong would 
ta | make a ſtone ſpeak. But, if you pleaſe, Sir, you and I will 
ex- | confer at ſome diſtance, during the application; for this ſong 


4 


will do you as much harm as it will do your davghter good, 1 
act be ſure, Mr. Apothecary, to pour it down her ears very clotcly. 
= AIR VII. Set by Mr. Seedo. | v 4 1488 
hall Lean. Thus, lovely patient, Charlotte ſees i | 
Her dying patient tneel ; N 
Scon cur d will be your feign'd diſeaſe ; ; 1 * 
yl | | But what phyſician er can eaſe | 1 | 46:8 
n. The torments which 1 feel? ; 1 TOY 
| Think, ſkilful nymp\, while 1 complain, | 1 N 
| Ab, think what 1 endure; | 1 j 1 : 
LEH All other remedies are vain ; 'F ; 
| The lovely cauſe of all my pain wt | | 
Can only cauſe my cure. j 1 
I'm Greg. It is, Sir, a great and ſubtile queſtion among the doc- J 1 it 
t. | tors, whether women are more eaſy to be cured than men. | i| 4 
M I beg you would attend to this, Sir, if you pleaſe. —Some ſay, #27 
ords | no; others ſay, yes; and for my part, I ſay both yes, and no, +4 | | 
hole | forasmuch as the incongruity of the opaque humours that meet 1 | 47 
Hold, in the natural temper of women, are the cauſe that the brutal == 7 
othe- | part will always prevail over the ſenſible—one ſees that the We 11 1 
ceunt. inequality of their opinions depends on the black movement | 1 * 
of the circle of the moon, and as the ſun that daits his rays 4 1 1 
upon the concavity of the carth, finds. — | Ft | 
Charl. No, I am not at all capable of changing my opinion. $ ; Wo 
Sir Jaſp. My daughter ſpeaks! my daughter ſpeaks! ob, the 5 Wt | 
great power of phyſic! oh, the admirable moons how can 1 þ 3 
I reward thee for ſuch a ſervice? | N 4 
Greg. This diſtemper has given me a moſt inſufferable deal 41 
of trouble. : | © (WP 
[ Traverſing the ſtage in a great heat, the epothecary fallow ing. | 1 
Charl. Yes, Sir, I have recovered my ſpeech; but I have . 
Itecover'd it to tell you that I never will have ny husband but 71. 
„ Jeender. | 1 
re vou [Speaks with great eagerneſs, and drive: Sir Jaſper round 0 age. i} . 
| Sir Jaſp. But [I | 
Charl. mn is capable to ſhake the reſolution 1 have 1 "y 
8 Sie. uken. | FEY = 15 
car of ; fir Jaſp. What! | . | | : | I | bl 
1 
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charl. Your rhetoric is in vain, all your diſcourſes ſignify 
nothing. 

Sir Jaſp. 1— 

Charl. I am determin'd, and all the fathers in the world 
ſhall never oblige me to marry coutrary to my inclinations, 

Sit Jaſp. I have 

Chatl. I never will ſubmit to this tyranny; and if I muſt 
not have the man 1 like; I'll die a- maid, 

Sir Jaſp. You ſhall have Mr. Draper. 

Charl. No, not in any manner, not in the leah, not at all; 
you throw away your breath, you loſe your time; you may 
confine me, beat me, bruiſe me, deſtroy me, kill me, do what 
you will, uſe me as you will, but I never will conſent; nor 
all your threats, nor all your blows, nor all your ill aſian, 
never ſhall force me to conſent; ſo far from giving him my 
heart, I never will give him my f for he is my averſion, 
I hate the very fight of him, I had rather ſee the devil, I had 
rather touch a toad; you may make me miſerable any other 
way, but with him you ſhan't, that I'm reſolv'd. 

Greg. There, Sir, there, I think we have brought her tongue 
to a pretty tolerable conſiſtency. 

Sir Jaſp. Conſiſtency, quotha! why bes is no Sopplng her 
tongue—Dear We, I defire you would make- her dumb 
again. 


Greg. That's impoſſible, Sir, all that I can do to ſerve you 


is, 1 can make you deaf, if you pleaſe. 
Sir Jaſp. And do you think—- 
Charl. All your reaſoning. ſhall never conquer my reſolu- 
tion. 
Sir Jafp. You wall marry Mr. Draper this evening. 
Charl. 1'!l be burried firſt, 
Greg. Stay, Sir, Stay, let me regulate this affair, it is a dif 


temper that poſſeſſes her, and I know what remedy to apply to it. 


Fir Jaſp. Is it ON Sir, that you can cure the diſtempers 
of the mind? 

Greg. Sir, I can cure any thing. E Mr. Apothecary, 

ou ſce that the love ſhe has for Leander is intirely contrary 


do the will of her father, and that there is no time to loſe, 


and that an immediate remedy is neceſſary: for my part, I 
know of but one, which is a doſe of purgative running away, 


mixt with two drachms of pills matrimoniac and three large 


; bandfuls of the Arbor Vitae!. perhaps ſhe will make ſome di- 
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culty to take them; but as you are an able apothecary, I ſhall 
truit to you for the ſucceſs: go, make her walk in the garden: 
be ſure loſe no time; to the remedy, quick, to the remedy 


SCENE XVII. 


Sir Jaſper, Gregory. 
Sir Jaſp. What drugs, Sir, were thoſe I heard you mention, 


| for I don't remember I ever heard them ſpoke of before? 


Greg. They are ſome, Sir, lately * by the Roy al 


| Socicty. 


Sir Jaſp. Did you ever ſee any thing 2 5 to her inſolence? 
Greg. Daughters are indeed ſometimes a little too head- 

ſtrong. 

Sir Jaſp. You cannot imagine, Sir, how fooliihI; fond ſhe is 


of that Leander. 


Greg. The heat of blood, Sir, cauſes that in young minds. 
Sir laſp. For my part, the moment | diſcover'd the violence 


of her paſſion, I have always kept her lock'd up. 


Greg. You have done very wifeiy. 
Sir Jaſp. And I have prevented them from having the leaſt 
communication togethcr, for who knows what might have been 
the conſequence? who knows but ſhe might have taken it into 
ber head to have run away with him? 

Greg. Very trae. 

Sir Jaſp. Ay, Sir, let me alone for governing girls; T think 
I have ſome reafon to be vain on that head; I think 1 have 
a little of women, I think 


quir'd; if this girl had had ſome fathers, they had not kept 


der out of the hands of > vigilant a lover as 1 have done. 


*. No certainly, Sir 


SCENE xvii. | 
Sir Jaſper, Gregory, Dorcas, | | 
| Dore, Where is this ville, this rogue, this s pretended phyſi. 
Gan? 
Sir Jaſp. Heyday ! what, what, what's the matter now? . 


| | Dore. Oh, Sirrah! Sirrah! ——-wonld you have deibroy'd your 
fe, you. villain? would you have been guilty of murder, dog? 


Greg. Hoity, toity ! what mad woman is this! 
Sir Jaſp. Poor wre'e&h |! for pity's ſake cure her, door, 


| Greg. Sir, I ſhall 1 ot cure her, unleſs ſomebody gives me a 
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fee. —If you will give me a fee, Sir Jaſper, you ſhall ſee me 


cure her this inſtant, 
Dore. Ill fee you, you villain, 


Cure me! 


AIR III. Set by Mr. Sccdo. 

Tf you hope by your frill 

To give Dorcas a fill, s 
You are not a deep politician. ; 

Con d wifes but be brought 

To fwallzw the draught, 
Each husband would be a phyſician. 


SCENE XIX. 
Sir Jaſper, Gregory, Dorcas, James. 


James, Oh, Sir! undone, undone! your daughter is run 
away with her lover Leander, who was here diſguis'd like an } 
apothecary —— and this is the rogue of a phy Sehn who has 


contriv'd all the affair. 


Sir Jaſp. How! am I abus'd in this manner? here, who is 


there? bid my clerk bring pen, ink, and paper, I'll ſend this 
fellow to jail immediately. 


James. Indeed. my good doctor, you ſtand 2 very fair chance 


to be hang'd for ſtealing an heireſs. 
Greg. Yes indeed, I believe I ſhall take my degrees now. 
Dorc. And are they going to hang you, my dear husband? 
Greg. You ſee, my dear wife. | 


Dore. Had you finiſh'd the fagots, it had been ſome conſolation. | 


Greg. Leave me or you'll break my heart. 
Dore, No, II ſtay to encourage you at your death— nor 


vill I budge an inch, till I've ſeen you hang d. 


S C EN E XX. 
To them Leander, and Charlotte. 


| Lea. Behold, Sir, that Leander whom you had forbid your 


houſe, reſtores your daughter to your power, even when he 
had her in his. I will receive her, Sir, only at your hands.— 
I have receiv'd letters, by which 1 have learnt the death of an 
uncle, whoſe eſtate farande; 


Charlote.- 


And, doctor, I'll make thy fortune too. 


Greg. If you would be ſo kind to make me a phy lician in 
; 


| earneſt, I ſhould deſire 0 other fortune. 8 


5 n 


eeds that of your intended ſon · in- law. 
Sir Jaſp. Sir, your virtue is beyond all eſtates, and I give 
you my daughter with all the pleaſure in the world. 

Lean. Now my fortune makes me ha py indeed, my deareſt 


th 


e me 
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Lean. Faith, doctor, I wiſh I could do that in return for 
you having made me an apothecary; but I'll do as well for 


thee, I warrant. 
Dore. So, fo, our phyſician, 1 find, has brought about fine 


matters. And is it not owing to me, Sirrah, that you have been 


a phyſician at all? 

Sir Jaſp. May I beg to know whether you are a phyſician 
or not —or what the devil you ate? 

Greg. I think, Sir, after the miraculous cure you have ſeen 
me perform, you have no reafon to aſk, whether I am a phyſi- 
cian or no.——And for you, wife, Fl henceforth have you 
behave with all deference to my greatneſs. 

Dore. Why, thou puff d up fool, I could have made as good 
a phyfician myſelf; the cure was owing to the apothecary, not 
the doctor. | 


AIR IX. We've cheated the parſon, etc. 
When tender young virgins look pate and complain, 
You may fend for a dozen great decters in din; 
All give their opinion, and pocket their fees; © 
Each writes her à cure, tho" all mi * diſeaſe ; 

6 Powders, drops, 

: Juleps, Slops, - 

A cargo of poiſon from phyſical ſhops. 

Tho* they phyſic to death the unhappy poor maid, 

' Whet's that to the dolor —— ſince be muſt he paid? 

Would you kzow how you may manege ber right ? 
Our dot or has brought you a Noſtrum to-night : 


Never vary, | * 


Ner miſcarry, 
| If the lover be but the apothecary. 
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WELL, ladies, pray bow goes our deftor down ? 
Shall be nat cnn be le. it for up to town ? 
"Tis ſich @ pleajẽ' ͤ and audacious rogue, 
He'd have a hamming chance to be ia vogue. 
WW hat, the" n: Greet or Latin be command, 
Since he car lalt what none can under aud. 
fo! there ate mam fuch phy iciaus in the land. 
Ad wit, the" be bas taken no degrees, 
No a:or bere cen leiter tate - is jees. 
Let none his rea; ignorence deſpiſe, 
Since he can jecl a palje, and look extremely wie, 
Tos, lite fome. quack, he ſviae cut in uc u- papers, 
He is a rare pivfiaun for tie wvapours. 
Ah! ladies, iu that caſe, he bus more tuo d lege 
Thaa all the ancient fellows of the college. 
Beſides, a double calling he purſues, 
He writes von bills, aud brings you Billetdeax. 
Doctors with ſeme, are in ſinall eſti mation, 
But pimps, all own, are uſeful to the nation. 


Phyſic now flackeus, and now hajtens death ; 


Pimping*s the ſureſt way of giving breath. 

Hew many maids, who pine away their hours, 
And droop in beauteous ſpring, lite blaſted fowerr, 
Had ſtill furviv'd, had they our door known /! 
Widows, who grieve to death, for busbauds gene ; 
And wives, who die, for busbauis living on ; 
Would they our mighty docter's art effoy, - 

I'd warrant be wound pit "em in a Way. 
Doftors, beware, ſpould once this quack take root, 
IT'gad bed force yeu all to walk on foct ! 


A TABLE of the SONGS. 


AIR. 1. Then a lady, like me, condeſcends to agree. 

2. Go thraſh your own rit, Sir, et home, 
3. In ancient days T've beard, with horns. 
ta. A woman's ware, lite Chime. 
3. 0 "curſed power of gold. 

6. A fig for the dainty civil ſpouſe. 

7. Thus, lovely patient, Charlotte ſees, 
8. If you bope by your Kill. 


® 0.6. 8 | 


6. * ben tender yourg virgius look pale and complain. 
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